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gradually subsided, and now and then a priest fell
by the sly hand of the assassin.
My friend Wyatt used at that time to dine at a
Trattoria in the Via Condotti, and one day he told
me that he had made a new acquaintance, an Irish
priest who had lately come to Rome, that he was
a very gentleman-like man, very agreeable and
amiable. One evening, at dusk, Wyatt and the
priest came out of the Trattoria together, bade
each other good-night, Wyatt turned to the
Piazza di Spagna, whilst the priest walked down
the Via Condotti; when he had proceeded some
way (as afterwards related to Wyatt), a little man
with bright black eyes, curly hair, and a long
beard, suddenly struck at his throat with a knife,
but the priest, equally quick, saved his throat, and
the knife struck him in the palm of his hand. The
assassin fiercely repeated the blow, and again the
priest received another wound in the palms of his
hands. Two young men, National Guards, who
saw the act at a little distance, ran up with their
drawn swords, and the first one in advance cried
out to the assassin, " If you stir, I will run you
through." The man then gave himself up. The
priest was bleeding much from his wounds, and
leaning against the wall of a shop, a woman came
out; seeing the poor priest pitied by some of the
persons round him, she asked them to help him
into her shop, which they did. The priest was